HEY, FRED! I 
THINK I GOT 
A Bite 


Hi, BETTY! HI, 
BAMM- BAMM 
UM HOME f 


Boy! 
TODAY 16 MY 
BIFITHPAY... 
| JUST HOPE 

P THE FAMILY 
DOESN'T MAKE 
TOO Bic A FUSS 


Pen... DO vou \ / SURE, HONEY, WII | SHE FORGOT 
KNOW WHAT ITS FRIDAY / j My BinTHpay / 
DAY THis 16 7 y) i 


2g. 
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Fi2see-e06Hi. © Wis ‘MANMABARBERA PRODUCT 


mayer Wf Hi, FRED! Nice wear 
‘AED WiLL: WE'RE Henin Pr 
i AN 


ALLAIGUT, FAED! BETTY Sa1D We couLo aly 
GO IN Now / 4 


WHEN F/ WON'T HE BG \/ YEAH! ue 
fe ALL SURPRIZED / Ui 
AY 7 Gq A THING... MY 


1 MIGHT AS WELL GO 
TO BED ...NoBoDY 


LL JUST SNEAK PEMEMBERED MY 


IN THE BACH Doom | BIRTHDAY / 
AND GO TO MY FiOoM - ; , 
Se 


MAYBE IT BECAUSE 
EVERYBODY WAS so 


NOISE.... 
PROWLERS 7 


if int BETTER GO 
4 CCHECK THAT 


is OWN PARTY! 


HERE'S y Now! BARNEY’ THE O! 
DAY’ GUY | ANOW WH 
° WOULD CRASH 


i 


Af 
, 


0000H! my _O00H / AY 
pcenitens : 
t 


HMMM.... YOU BETTER GIVE YOUR TOE 
TWO ASPIRINS AND HAVE IT CALL ME 
IN THE MOANING / 


THAT MIGHT... 


| CAN'T SLEEP...MY, 
TOE FEELS FUNNY / 


TELL ME,PROF., 
WHATS GONNA 
HAPPEN To My 


SUPPOSED TO BUILD 
FANTASTIC MUSCLES... 
1 GAVE IT een CAT 
AND A MOUSE MICKED 


TOE ..1T'S.... 


My. 
IT’S GROWING! 


SOMETHING GOOPS....1 
T SURE ACCIDENTALLY 
! HICHED THAT 
STOOL ! 


41 JUST KICKED 
iT. LIGHTLY LIKE 
THIS , AND... 


BETTY, 1TS THIS 
TOE OF MINE... 


,WHOLE HOUSE. 


RA 


HEY, FELLA! _ f NLL_sust wicK 
THROW THE { it BacK TO 
BALL Bact // THEM 7 


UM SORRY! 1 DIDNIT 
WAS SOME, MEAN To Hic IT 40 FAAS 
KICK , HID! 


SUPERSTAR: OF 
THE BEDROCK, 
. MULLETS 7 


HERE, KID, HERE'S ae / GUYS, MEET BARNEY AUBBLE..,HE'S GONNA BE Y 


A CONTRACT FOR, OUR KICKER IN THE BIG G4meE AGAINST THE 
TEN THOUSAND: , 


THIS 19 BACKUP QUARTERBACK 
HOLD Fo , 
YOU HICK' A FIELDGOAL / 


You'Re A oAEAT 
QUARTER BAC , MA. 
DUM uM / 


AWW IM 
NOT THE 


i MAYBE some \ / 
DAY_I'LL GET REAL QUARTERBACK, 
A Bi@ BALAK! J. OVER THERE... 


BUT THAT THE 


Wow ! BaBNey CAN 
KICK FIELDGOALS 
FROM ANYWHERE 
ON THE FIELD / 


/ iM JUST THE BACKUP! \_/..AND SINCE WE 
1 ONLY GET TO HOLD 


NEVER MAKE ANY 
THE BALL FOR FIELDGOALS (7 TOUCHDOWNS 
AND EXTRA POINTS... 


4, 


WILL BE EADY, 
SOON, JOE J 


THAT'S NICE, BARNEY, \| FMT SUNDAY. 
JUST DON'T TRACK VALLAIGHT, MEN! \/~50 WE'RE GONNA TRY 

BOING TO PLAY 

FOOTBALL WITH THE p~ 


BEDROCK MULLETS/ 


THIS 16 HOWDY MOUTHSELL WELCOMING |) 
YOU TO ANOTHER SUNDAY NIGHT OF 'SUNDAY, 
NIGHT FOOTBALL’ ON SUNDAY NIGHT. 


=: AND POLK MSGRUNT TAKES 
THE BALL FOR THE SABER TOOTHS 
«AND HE. RUNS i 
NINETY: ‘YAPIOS FOP) 
A. TOUCHDOWN | 


THIS 16 
THE KID THEY SAID WAS 


JUST KICKED AN BIGHTY YARD 
TOO SMALL TO PLAY FoR THE 
SABEPTOOTHS.... HE'S ONLY 


FIELD GOAL FOR THE BEDROCK 
MULLETS ‘7 
SIXFOOT-TEN AND WEIGHS 


ONLY THAEE-HUNDRED: POUNDS | 


p : CO 
~ CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


“eA BEAUTIFUL SEVENTY-YARD BUN, AND 
THE SABERTOOTHS SCORE AGAIN f WHA 
“A BBALLGAME_, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 
AREAL DUBL BETWEEN THE AUNNING Of} 


THE SABERTOOTHS 4ND THE MICHING GAME 
OF THE MULLETS/ ~ = 


"17% LATE IN THE FOURTH 
QUARTER NOW, 
SABERTOOTH: 


“ITS GOODS..; 
WHAT A KICKER 
THIS ROOKIE 

BARNEY BUBBLE 
TURNED OUT TO 


Wee 
SABERTOOIHS ZB 
MULLETS 


OAT, BARNEY, WE'RE TWO POINTS 
BEHIND... GET IN THERE AND KICK 
ANOTHER FIELDGOAL’/ 


6eez! withouT 
THAT BIG TOE 
CAN'T ics 


fAE COUNTIN’ 
ONYOU, BARN ! 


"BUBBLE 70 HicK....DUM DUM LUMMOX 
15 HOLDING.... ANO THERE'S THE SNAP! 


. | |“. BARNEY PICKS UP. THE 
AND .... LUMMOX PICKS UP. BARNEY /* 


wIT/6. A TOUCHDOWN , LADIES AND fe 
GENTLEMEN. AND THE MN 
1S OVER... THE BEDROCK MULLETé 

HAVE UP@ET THE MIGHTY @ABET- 
TOOTHS ... AND NOW BEDROCK 
3 NEW HEROES 


__ / YABBA DABBA D0! BARNEY, ISN'TIT. 
‘GREAT To WALS IN THE Woops 
AMONG THE 
FAUNA AND 


i Look aT. 
THOSE TRACKS! 
IT MUST BE A 
BIG TIGER! 


LET’s FOLLOW. THEM 
THIS. WAY AND FIND 
OUT WHERE HE'S 

BEEN ! ; 


YOu KNOW, A GOOD 
HUNTER: COULD. 
FOLLOW THOSE TRACKS 


EXD FIND OUT WHERE 
HES GOING! 


Armold the stork had, os all storks have, plum: 
the whitest white, But on this very morning during 
which our tale begins, his thoughts were of the 
blackest black. 

“LE wen't-do.it. | told you thot the last time was the 
lesttime.” Amold was adamant, ond like all storks in 
rage, « comic spectacle. But no one was laughing, cer- 
teinly not the next stork to speak, whe was known 
simply as the Boss, 

“New, Arnold, | knew hew you feel, but oll the 
other storks are booked. up te you.” 

Before! let this conversation get out ef hand (or 
wing as the case may be), | should mention that Ar- 
nold wos irate because the Bess wanted him fe cerry 
the Bobbin twins, each weighing in at eleven pounds. 


wexr 3a mest - 


i ie 


{j{itiinan, 


Bobbins, o family of greater than normal weight, 

Arnold had) transported each of them, only to be 
thanked with a shotgun blast. “The Bobbins just don’t 
want any more children. Anyway, everybody knows 
that storks bearing babies is fontasy,’ argued Arnold. 

“A mere technicality,” explained the Boss. “Now f 
don’t want any more squawking. You'll take these bra 

— those lovely little infants, or you'll turn in your 
wings. 

Unfortunately, Amold did net belong.Jo a union, so 
he had te de exactly as the Boss commanded. Strutting 
slowly ever to his parcel, he grasped the swaddling 
dioper in his beok and stretched his wings. Half- 
heartedly, he attempted to fly, but no ge. Then again, 


but this time with even less effort. He was about to 
turn and tell the Boss he was too weak, when the head 
stork, anticipating sucha maneuver, sprinted upto 

nold’s behind and stuck him with his pointed beak. 


Within half a heartbeat, Arnold was airborne and on. 


his way to the Bobbin residence. 

Arnold contemplated dropping the babies into the 
first river he crossed, but rejected this as unstorkable 
behavior. Eventually, he resigned himself to ti 
regrettable fact that he was soon to be a target with 
an aching back. 

Before long, Arnold was nearing the Bobbin 
residence. He decided to climb into the clouds and ap- 
proach the cottage from twelve o'clock high, directly 
above the roof. “This way, they may not see me until 
it’s too late for them to do anything about 
thought. But his optimism was short lived; 

yw him as he emerged from the cloud cover was 
Old Man Bobbin, shotgun in hand and scowl on face. 

“Someone must hove tipped him off,” bemoaned 
the hapless stork, "We storks have a traitor in our 
midst." 

Arnold's reverie was interrupted by the unkind blast 
of the shotgun, and uncounted pellets struck a path 
immediately under him, just nipping his toil feathers. 


“Hey, can’t yeu give a guy @ fighting chance?’ 
cused, “At least you usually wait until you 
kids." 


. ™D just want to show you I’m a man open to” 


change,” come the brusque reply. 
“I wish you were open to @ left hook,” thought the 


stork, but this he did not say, heeding the strict Code of 


Stork Conduct. 

Old Man Bobbin wos again fingering the gun's 
trigger as he added, “Anyway, everybody nowadays 
knows that storks don’t deliver babies." 

“Seems I've heard that before,” reasoned Arnold as 
he plunged into the chimney, the only respectable 
way for a stork to enter a household. Half expecting to 
meet Santa Clause, he plummeted down the shaft, 
and sprawled at its base in o cloud of soot. 

At the sight of him, Old Lady Bobbin screumed, 
“and | just cleaned up,” as she advanced .bran- 
dishing « broom threateningly above her head 

‘Arnold deposited his charges dnd quickly reentered 
the chimney, now on access of ‘escape, as a sound 
broom whack slammed against the brick, narrowly 
missing his head, He only hoped that Old Lady Bobbin 
could: not ride the broom as could others she closely 
resembled. This he did not say, not only because of the 
Code but because of fear as well. He had not always 
been as lucky as today in escaping her violence. 

Lucky did I say. Perhaps | used the word teo soon, for 
Arnold was not yet safely away. Old Mon Bobbin was 
waiting for him to emerge from the chimney with his, 
shotgun at the ready. Speed could no! Arnold 
now, but perchance trickery was the tonic he sought. 

Qld Man Bobbin could see nothing, but he could 
hear the voice emanating from his chimney. “Bobbin- 

began, using the polite form specified by the 
ie when dealing with a shotgun-wielding patren. 
if you will let a poor stork be, I'll let you have a con: 
tainer of myrrh I've been saving for my dear mother's 
birthday. 
Old Man Bobbin, sensing « quick method: of 
Christmas shopping, replied, “I'll take it.’” 

Arnold climbed down from his sanctum coddling o 
vial, “How do! know it’s really myrrh?” asked the sus- 
picious man. - == iy 

“Why, here. Smell it,” offered the stork, suppressing 
os 3 Old Man Bobbi w near, Atnold held it 
to his nose and, with a mighty effort, blew a cloud of 
soot up his inhaling nostrils knocking him off his feet. 
In @ spider's breathy Arnold wos gone, once ogain 
resolving never fo return. 


FOR THAT WOMAN’ 
CLUB FUNCTION.., 


NOTHING HITS THE a 
SPOT LIKE FLAPIACKS beiciallirh 
IN THE MORNING ! 


DO YOU THINK 
I SHOULD. 


HMMM,,..1T DOES 
DO SOMETHING 
FOR, ME! 


THIS 1S 


AMI 
LIVING! MY, 
\ FAVORITE SPORTZ 9: 


WHAT WAS THAT? 

SOUNDS LIKE 4 CAT) 

CAUGHT ITS TAIL 
IN A.DOOR / 


A GINGING 


Y GARNEY, WHAT 
IN THE WORLD 
THAT / 


FiELAX, FATSO,,, YOu AIN'T HEARD 
NOTHIN’ YET... | SHOULD BE ON 

TV, MOVIES, PRADIO..EVEN COMIC 
Books “if 


YOU SHOULD BE IN A 
CLOCK, YOU CucKoo! 


WEY, BARN, | HAVE AN | YEAH! Wve wiMAYBE WE SHOULD 
IDEA! IF WE CAN GET SEEN WEIADER CHANGE HIS NAME,.HOW 
THIS BIRD INTO SHOW ACTS THAN THAT ABOLIT, FICHARD BIRDTONE 
BUSINESS , MAYBE GET FAMOUS! 

WE CAN BE HIS = 

MANAGERS / 


ANFRGH! WE Lost W/: 1 Have A New) [aLURIoHT, ALLAIcHT, / FIG 
ANOTHER, ACT / THE ACT HERE TO WHAT 1S [T_7 Z| BiG 
TATTOOED LADY MARRIED) AUDITION , MA. AN OPERA 

THE RUBBER MAN AND A chump? RK SINGING 
fale ERASED HER. z 7 


1 CAN GET LOTS 
OF OPEPIA ZINGERS J 


No 
THE AUDIENCE / THEY'LL \> 


THEY. HEAR SUCH 
TERRIBLE SINGING! 


OUT! | cont \/e-Bur sis act) : 
* WANT TO 1S NOT VIOLENT/, 
BOOK ANY 
VIOLENT acts! /= = — T THE BIRD, STUPID! 
f 


(GEE, 41D, sonAY WE YEAH, we Line \| [ THER must Be 
COULDN'T GET YOU YOUR SINGING / SOMEBODY WHO CAN 
INTO SHOW BIZ... USE YOUR) BOOMING. 
ane Wa 


Pa] 


d ORLA anand 


7 OOK , FRED, 


THERE core 
A ID ass S 
NG i 


(i Ber THIS TIME I've, 
REALLY Lost WelcHT! 


OH, Boy! THERES A 
SCALE, ULL! JUST THECK 
~ AND SEE HOW MUCH 


WEIGHT I'VE Lost _ 


Vfl caN’T 6eT MY PET | 
FIFI ACROSS THAT DON'T WORRY, LADY, 


COME ON, LITTLE 
FELLOW, JUST 
FOLLOW OL’ BARN 
AND JUMP, 


gs 


val) 


